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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

WHAT WILL YOU DO? 

By Rainer Maria Rilke 

What will you do, God, when I die? 
I am your jar (if cracked, I lie?) 
Your well-spring (if the well go dry?) 
I am your craft, your vesture I — 
You lose your purport, losing me. 

When I go, your cold house will be 
Empty of words that made it sweet. 
I am the sandals your bare feet 
Will seek and long for, wearily. 

Your cloak will fall from aching bones. 

Your glance, that my warm cheeks have cheered 

As with a cushion long endeared, 

Will wonder at a loss so weird; 

And, when the sun has disappeared, 

Lie in the lap of alien stones. 

What will you do, God ? I am feared. 

AN OLD WOMAN PASSES 

By Franz Werfel 

An old woman passes like a rotund tower 
Down the street, stormed by a leafy shower. 
Soon she disappears, and panting, trots 
Where black mists in gusty nooks are blowing. 
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Translated by B. Deutsch and A. Yarmolinsky 

Now she'll find a doorway, and be going 
Slowly up the creaking steps, where glowing 
Sluggish pools of lamplight lie in blots. 

Now she goes into her room: no stir, 
No one takes her jacket off for her. 
Shaking hands and legs are cold as stone. 
Fluttering, weary, she begins to putter 
With her saved-up victuals and stale butter, 
While the fire lifts its feeble mutter. 
With her body she remains alone. 

She forgets, while gulping down her buns, 

That in her old frame there once grew — sons. 

(Ah, the joy in slippers to be shod!) 

Now her own with strangers she is sharing — 

She forgets the cry when she was bearing. 

Rarely, in a press of people faring, 

A man calls her "mother" with a nod. 

Think of her, O man, and think how we 

In this world remain a prodigy, 

Since we humans into time have hurled! 

How in the Unknown we dangle, gasping, 

Looming shadows all about us grasping 

Soul and body, crushed in their strange clasping. 

This world cannot be the only world. 

When she glides, so grizzled, through the room, 
Oh, perhaps she feels it in the gloom. 
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Sight is fading in her dim old eyes. 

Yes, she feels herself in all things growing, 

On her groaning knees she sinks down, glowing. 

As in a lamp's little flicker showing, 

The vast face of God begins to rise. 



EVENING 

By Georg Heym 

The crimson day is steeped in Tyrian dyes; 

The stream runs white, washed with a fabulous glaze. 

A sail: one with the flying vessel, flies 

The skipper's silhouette, black on the blaze. 

On every island autumn's forests lift 

Their ruddy heads where space spreads wide her wings. 

From dark defiles low leafy murmurs drift — 

Of woodland's music soft as cithern strings. 

With outpoured darkness now the east is soaked, 
Like blue wine from an urn that careless hands 
Have broken. And afar, in mourning cloaked, 
Tall night on shadowy buskins mutely stands. 

HOMER 

By Albert Ehrenstein 

I sang the songs of red revenge, 

And I sang the stillness of wood-shadowed waters. 
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